314                                                                                     Akbar
Your Majesty, all these years I have been suffering in silence
the agonies of a lacerated heart. No longer can I keep my mouth
shut about the tortures that my son-in-law and your uncle
Khwaja Muazzam is inflicting upon my daughter Zuhra. Not
only has she been spat at and beaten mercilessly day and nightr
now I understand most reliably that the Khwaja contemplates
putting her to death. With that evil design, he has shifted her
to a village twenty miles outside Agra. A couple of weeks back..
he threatened her with torture-unto-death unless she submitted
with a smile to his unnatural demands. God is my witness, O'
King of Kings, that my daughter is not telling an untruth: Allah
is her constant companion. She is not afraid of death. She told
me not to share her secret with anyone. But, O' Protector of the
poor and the aggrieved, I am a mother, and cannot let my
daughter be slaughtered like a goat or a cow. With tears of
blood dripping from my eyes, I beseech Your Majesty to come
to the assistance of my innocent one. For all that I know, she
may already have been cut to pieces. However, I am hoping that
she is still alive. The Khwaja may, I am afraid, try also to
silence me with the sharp edge of his sword. In the name of
justice, of which you are the guardian and purveyor,! cry aloud
for your protection. May God save you till eternity to rule over
a people who have come to acquire faith in your generosity and
sense of fair play.
This aroused Akbar to his duty. He immediately ordered twenty
of his personal bodyguard to accompany him on "an important
mission beyond the Jamuaa." Nobody knew about the destination
or purpose of the small expedition. A few court officials were told
that the Emperor was going on a hunt. Akbar, riding his favourite-
horse Rahbar reached the vicinity of the village in less than an
hour. Therefrom he sent a messenger to inform Khwaja Muazzam
that his sovereign was coming to see him. The Khwaja, raving like
a madman, hurled abuse and a bloodstained dagger at the messen-
ger: he had that very moment stabbed Zuhra to death. The
messenger Ali Jawaid rushed back to inform the Emperor of the
foul deed* Akbar was horrified. Not heeding danger, he galloped
away at the head of his retinue, and pulled rein only when som&
armed servants of the Khwaja barred his way to the gate of the1
Akbar, in a loud voice, ordered them to get out of his way~